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Author's Notes: 
This chapter could be considered my first drabble, it is exactly 100 words :D 


"You will not dishonor this family!" 
"You will do as | say!" 
"You will go out there and fight! For us! For you! For our freedom!” my father screamed. 


This is what | get for standing up for myself. This is what | get for doing what | believe is right. For being a 


man, as | see it. 


But if the world defines being a man as going to war without question, being quick to violence and hate, loving 
the blood and pain and risking your life for a cause you don't understand, then what the hell am |? 


Author's Notes: 
Note: The Wijers brothers are in their late teens/early twenties in this story 


lvo's POV 


The enemy is advancing nearer and nearer. My father is too weak and old to fight; why do | not kill my parents 


and run away, to another town that no army would dare touch? 
| can't take a life. | would sooner take mine. 


But | don't have the will nor the means. All the knives in our house are dull, all the rope we have is too thin to 


hang from. And | don't want to be the corpse a child finds, who is scarred forever by the sight. 


So for now | live, miserably. My parents don't understand. The day will come when our door is knocked down, 


and | will have to defend them. | can't let them die. No matter what they do to me. 

My big brother Clemens is more enthusiastic about the idea He wants to go to war. He actually wants to fight 
Oh well. We were always very different. 

But | don't love him any less for it. | beg him not to go. | try so hard to convince him that what he's about to 


do could end very badly.. | never want to lose him. But he insists; he truly feels that what he is doing is right. 


And | admire him for his unwavering determination, but | refuse to follow in his footsteps. 


Author's Notes: 
Yeah this is probably gonna be very sad.. But stay tuned for more, this story has a happy ending 


Clemens’ POV 

The banging on the door wakes us all up. Its the middle of the night and rain pours down on the roof. I'm 
about to get up and answer, but my father stops me. With a heavy, arthritis-twisted hand on my shoulder: 
"Go back to sleep, Clemens." 


"No, | wanna see who it is!" 


He glares down at me through his glasses. Though it comes from beneath graying eyebrows, his gaze is 


intimidating. "Nobody important. Go back fo sleep" 


My father grabs his cane and walks slowly, painfully down the stairs. From where my bed is | can see it all. 
Down the hall he goes, and turns the doorknob. 


A loud, harsh foreign language rattles my ears and | sit up quickly. My father's cries will never leave my mind. 
Two gunshots are heard, then silence. Then footsteps. They're coming up the stairs. They're coming for mel | 


must save my brother! 


Should | wake him? No. | pick up the shotgun from the corner and aim for the head of one soldier. | fire, and 


miss. 

They hear the shot. They know I'm here. It's too late. | pull the covers over lvo's head, maybe they won't see 
him, maybe he will be spared. Their rough voices echo as they enter our room. They speak in a language I've 
never heard before, | don't understand a word. Lightning flashes and for a second | can see their faces. They 
look like they could have come from our town, but their uniforms are not those that | recognize. 

A heavy accent. "Hands up!" 

So they do speak our language. | don't obey. 


"Come any closer and | kill you!" | cry. 


They look at me, then at each other. Back to me and my single rifle, then to the various weapons they carry 
on their belts. And they laugh. | don't stand a chance. 


Or do |? 
lvo's awake now. "Clemens, w-what's happening?" 


"Hands up! Or | murder you in the face!" the same soldier says to him, aiming his gun at my brother's head. 


And | am filled with rage. No one threatens my little brother! 


| shoot him through the head and Ivo shrinks back against the bed, not wanting to believe what he's seeing. 
Now I've really got it coming. The other soldier fires at me, but is met with a dull click. His bullets have run 


out. 


My eyes dart around the room, to the empty walls, lvo whimpering in the corner, the brains of the soldier all 
over the floor. What if | too have run out of ammo? | can't fight this man bare handed. His muscles are as big 


around as my head, he'll snap me in half easily. He curses at me. 
| fire at him and miss again. A hole forms in the wall behind him. No, no, no. This can't be happening! | try again 
and this time my aim is true. But the bullet bounces off his helmet! And | try yet again but | too have run 


out! 


| smash him across the face with my useless gun, grab lvo's hand and try To run, but just as | reach the 


door.. | see there's more of them out there, too many. 


Then, something sharp. A pinch on my shoulder, and my vision blurs. 
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lvo's POV 


My brother suddenly sinks to the ground, limp. | fall to my knees beside him and shake him. He's still breathing 


gently, but he doesn't move. Then | see a small dart in his shoulder. | yank it out and toss it aside. 


"You are coming with me." The soldier Clemens hit has caught up to us. His face is reddened and will soon 


bruise. A bit of blood runs from his nose. 


He grabs my arm and pulls me away from my brother. | can't leave him! | struggle but he twists my arm 


behind my back and | gasp in pain. 
The army outside has split up a bit. Other houses nearby are being emptied of their people and goods. Some 
are even on fire. The weeping of women and children is heart-wrenching. The occasional gunshot, and | know 


more people are dying. More innocent civilians, gone because of this sickening war. 
peop y1ng g g 


As l'm pulled toward a vehicle of some sort, the darkness of the night swallows my brother's body. | scream 


his name. 


"Shut up! He'll be fine." the soldier hissed at me. His angry dark eyes gleam from under his helmet and for a 


moment | think we have hope of coming out of this unharmed- 
"you're the one we want.” 


And the short pain of a needle stings my arm, and my consciousness begins to fade.. 
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Clemens’ POV 
For some reason, the first thing that comes to mind when | wake is girls. Pretty girls are all | can think of. The 
girl next door, with the curly brown hair, she makes an appearance. As does an actress whose name | forget, 


and a few who seem familiar but | can't place. 


But when | open my eyes | am not at home, there are no girls around, not one. No safety, no soothing touch, 
no soft voices and dainty hands. 


Just me and my brother, handcuffed together, jostling around in the back of a truck. The doors are closed but 
a few cracks of light allow me to see that Ivo's not conscious. Whatever they did to me, they did to him. 


We were doomed from the start, | guess; even if I'd killed both the soldiers who entered our house, there 
would still be more, waiting outside. Maybe, if we'd went out to fight sooner, the enemy would never have 
reached our town. 


| still cant believe my father is dead. And the last words he said to me, of all things, was "Go back to sleep." 


Maybe if | had, they wouldn't have seen us under the blankets. Maybe we'd have been spared. But there isn't 


any chance now. 


lvo stirs beside me and | sigh in relief. | try to poke his face to wake him, but since we're cuffed together | 


lift his arm as well. 
"Ivo! Psst!" 


"Hmmm?" He wriggles around a bit, then his eyes pop open and he glances around with worry. "Wait.. Where 
the fuck are we?" 


"| don't know," | say. My voice cracks on the last word and | bite my lip, holding back tears. 
"We were captured.right?" Ivo asks. 
| nod. "Sure seems like it." 


He shuts his eyes and leans his head back against the wall of the truck The regret is palpable. 
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Clemens’ POV 


In the dim light | can see a few tears run down lvo's cheeks. | pull him close and kiss his forehead. | don't know 


what else to do. If | could undo the events of the past few hours, | would.. 


| try to calm myself. | have to stay calm for Ivo, | have to lead by example. | need to show him what he 


should do and teach him how to defend himself before it's too late. 


| pull at the handcuffs, but of course they don't come off. After a few tugs from different angles, | finally get 
the cuff halfway down my hand. | press my fingers closer together and soon it slips off. 


lvo is watching, interested. He's calmed down a bit. "Will you take it off of me too?" 


"Sure." And soon it's off of his arm as well and on the floor of the truck. | brush back his blonde hair from 
his face and braid it. "I love you so much, vo." 


When I'm done he does the same for me. But as soon as the end is tied off the truck screeches to a stop. The 
doors are thrown open and the soldier who captured us, as well as a few others who I've not seen before, 


drag us out. 
"How did they get the cuffs off?!" one of them asks. 


"| don't know, but it looks like these two faggots done braided each other's hair!" The entire group bursts into 
laughter and Ivo, still blinking from the sudden bright sunlight, is knocked to the ground. He lands in the mud. 


Fire rises in my chest. No one touches my brother! | start swinging at the guy who did it but | too am 
attacked. | hear lvo's tortured screams: "We're not gay! We're brothers! Please! Please stop!" 


| catch a glimpse at Ivo's face, streaked with blood, before my own is pushed back down into the mud and the 
beating continues. 


Ivo is no longer crying for help. He lays motionless. At first | am horrified, but then | understand his strategy 
- he's playing dead. | follow suit, trying not to react to the pain and the curses shouted at us, and soon the 


soldiers leave us. | count to one thousand before | dare to even open one eye to see if they've really gone. 


